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THE • 



FATHER'S RETURN 



THE MOTHER. 



* r ULL many a sad and tedious day 

Has thy dear Father been away ! 

Then turn thee round, with welcome mien, 

And shew the fiice he ne'er has seen. 

O, let thy sweet cherubic smile, 

All mem'ry of his woes beguile. 

Let him Ay fond embn^e receive, 

'Tis all thy infant love can give. 

Still thou dost cling, with fear opprest. 

To the warm covert of my breast: 

B 



2 THE FATHER'S RETURN. 

Unconscious Babe ! thou can'st not trace 
A Father in the stranger's face : 
Then in sweet slumber hush thy fears. 
While thy attentive Mother hears 
The tale that he prepares to tell. 
Of all the ills that have befell 
His wand rings, while compeU'd to roam 
Far from his dear and native home : 
While her heart feels, with fond deUght, 
That he no more will quit her sight, 
That aU his wand rings now are o'er. 
And he will leave his home no more." 



THE FATHER. 



*' Foul Fortune's frowns, as well you know, 

Forc'd me away from home to go. 

And seek upon a distant shore. 

My former comforts to restore; 

Not knowing X again might see 

My long -loved home, my Emily ; 
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THE FATHER'S RETURN. 

And the dear child, in tears carest, 

That then hung on her throbbing breast. 

Remembrance still beclouds the day 

That tore me from her arms away : ' 

But, oh ! that thought forgets its pain, 

Now that I see her once again. 

Though short my absence. Gracious Heaven 

Has, in its bounteous fevour, given 

More than my humble pray'r had dar'd 

To ask, as labour's late reward. 

Yet still beneath the stormy wave 

I fear'd to find a wat'ry grave. 

And, thro>vn upon a desert coast, 

My ev'ry hope of home was lost. 

Amid the fiiry of the wind, 

I thought on those I left behind ; 

And ofFer'd up the fervent prayer. 

That Heaven would make them still its care. 

When on the tow'ring clift I lay. 

From the sun-rise till closing day. 



4 . THE FATHER'S RETURN. 

Prepar'd with flutt nng flag to hail, 
If such should come, the passing sail ; 
When in the cave I pass'd the night, 
And waited day's returning light, 
. Or dream'd, while sleep reliev'd my pain. 
Of those I ne'er might see again, 
And woke, my broken slumbers o'er. 
To hear the waves around me roar : 
Finding, alas ! no other food. 
But the wild fruitage of the wood ; 
Where as I stray'd, the beast of prey 
Might meet me on the fearful way : — 
Thus worn with pain, and mad with grief, 
With scarce an hope to find relief. 
How oft I curs'd the fatal hour. 
When I forsook my native bower ; 
When, by foul Fortune's dire command, 
I left behind my native land. 
And, like a coward, fled away. 
Though Emily implor'd my stay ; 



THE FATHER'S RETURN. 



When I refus'd her voice to hear, 
Whose sounds still dwelt upon my ear. 
She told me, she would share my lot, 
In poverty's sequester'd cot ; 
And soon misfortune's power deride, 
So that she found me by her side. 
Rich in affection, she would say. 
We'll pass our inoffensive day ; 
Leave our gay mansion, nor regret. 
Though foes rejoice, and friends forget. 
Yes, she would add, while fortime smil'd. 
You've said that I your cares beguil'd ; 
And now, though fickle Fortune frown. 
Will you my soothing power disown. 
Who, proud your humbled state to share. 
Will still beguile your ev'ry care ? 
Not one regret shall pain my mind. 
For all that we have left behind. 
Let not reflection then annoy. 
For lost ambition's gilded toy ; 
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But sooth your disappointed pride. 
And let calm reason be your guide. 
'Tis true, we've been of much bereft, 
But let us smile on what is left. 
Our calm retirement's studious shade 
No future evils will invade ;— 
Each jarring passion soon will cease. 
And all be love, and joy and peace. 
In words like these she bade me stay, 
But pride and folly rul'd the day : 
She spoke in vain ; — I fled away. 

Thus as remembrance play'd its part. 
The pang transfix'd my tortured heart ; 
But, while. impell'd by fell despair. 
To end th' intolerable care, 
And seek, with madd'ning brain opprest. 
Beneath the boist'rous wave to rest, 
I heard the dashings of the oar ; 
The friendly pilot sought the shore, 
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THE FATHER'S RETURN. 

And bore me o'er the yielding main, 
While hope danc'd in my breast again. 

Now changeful fortune on me smil'd, 
And I became her fevour'd child. 
Propitious gales soon brought me o er. 
To hail with joy my native shore ; 
Each wish extinct again to roam, 
Now that I find myself at home. 
Too blest that all around I see. 
My smiling babes, my Emily :— 
And still I feel how much I owe 
To him whose head is white as snow : 
Who firom his Son shall stiU receive, 
All that fond duty bids him give. 

Thus after many a danger past, 
A haven have I found at last; 
Where passion's storms no more annoy. 
And all is harmony and joy." 
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FAITH AND CHARITY. 



bwEET balm of life, that never Eiil'st to bless 
The human heart, or mid the sunny rays 
Of prosp'rous fortune, or when darkmng clouds 
Of sorrow sad o'ershade man's adverse state : 
To thee we owe whate'er of real joy, 
Life, in its ever- varying course can boast, 
O, Charity, our being's end and good ! 

Whate'er of knowledge fills the active mind, 
In all its various characters and names, 
Is to its proper, certain bounds confin'd. 
Nor seeks to pass beyond th' allotted space : — 
Thus, as of old, the sacred records tell. 
Knowledge shall fail, and prophecy shall cease ; 
But Charity will spread its silver wing 
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Oe'r the globe's vast extent ; will take its flight 
To Afric's sands, or where the Ganges rolls 
Its lengthen'd flood, or where the eternal frost, 
Binds in its icy bonds the Polar wave. 
No region that the coursing sun beholds, 
But sees her wipe away the tear of woe. 
Assuage /the painful wound, and kindly pour 
The balm of comfort on the aching heart : 
The good, the blest Samaritan of man. 

But while in every clime, on every shore, 
By dealing blessings, she herself is blest ; 
In Britain's Isle she rears her proudest throne. 
And builds those structures fair, for ev'ry iU 
That's suffer'd to afflict the human frame, 
Whose splendour vies with palaces of kings ; 
But 'neath whose lofty roof the poor man finds 
The unbought powers of the healing art, 
For which the great must pay with lavish hand. 

The child deserted, whom or poignant shame 
Or overwhelming poverty compels 
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FAITH AND CHARITY. 11 

The sad, reluctant mother to yield up 

To public care, clings to the foster breast 

Prepar'd to nourish it .* then through its years 

Of infancy and youth, the power benign 

Of Charity prep^es it to fulfill 

The various duties to its lot assign d. 

— ^How many a kind asylum rears its head 

For the support of age, whose tottering steps 

Demand the staflF, or on the sturdy crutch 

In slow march linger ! There, seated at the door. 

With ivy thick'ning round, the old man tells 

Of times long past, and feels the sun's warm beam; — 

While, grateful for the comforts Heaven bestows, 

He knows he soon must sink, but hopes to live 

In climes where suns shall rise to set no more. 

How proudly does the Thames within its wave. 
Reflect the stately piles, beneath whose domes 
The warriors find repose ; whether their arms 
Have glitter d on the field, or on the seas 
Have rais'd the honour of the British name. 
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In life's worst afiliction, where the lamp 
Of reason is extinct, and all is dark 
Within the mind ; there Charity appears 
In the bright lustre of an angel's form. 
For her no grateful accents flow, no lips 
The blessing own : The moody senseless laugh, 
Th' unconscious gaze, the mischievous intent. 
Or the revengeful screamings of despair, 
Are all the sad returns which she receives. 

Still we proceed. By art's symbolic power, 
A miracle, indeed, in these our days ; 
The dumb are taught to speak, the blind to see, 
The deaf to hear, and all are made to feel 
The joys, and fill the usefulness of Ufe. 
Heaven's last, best work, which, in the charms of youth, 
While the rose wanton'd on the dimpled cheek. 
And made the fairest lily look more fair. 
Has fall'n a victim to the spoiler's arts ; 
Is led by Charity's all-saying hand, 
To where contrition points the path to peace. 
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FAITH AND CHARITY. 18 

And renovated virtue smiles again. 

— Nor must the orphan's lot be left untold : 

The child of him, who while his lifted sword 

Threats the insulting foe, himself is slain. 

— And sure 'tis Charity's peculiar joy 

To nurse, with pious care, his helpless race. 

Who, when alive, her sacred doctrines taught ; 

The minister of him, whose life divine 

Was pass'd in doing good ; and seal'd at last 

His all benignant purpose on the Cross : — 

That Cross, which Faith with ardent zeal displays. 

And tells the wonders of redeeming power : 

The great mysterious work of God for man. 

— ^'Tis Faith that gives to human weakness strength, 

That, in our wand'rings through this world of care. 

Points out the guide that will direct our steps 

In the straight path of virtue : that upholds 

In want and woe, in sorrow and in pain : 

That checks the pride of fortune's prosp'rous hour ; 

Bids Resignation come, with meekness crown'd, 
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To ease Adversity's oppressive load. 

And teach the tongue to say, " Thy Will be done:" 

That leads repentant Vice to the retreat, 

Where pale contrition makes the ^thiop clean ; 

Enlightens death's dark passage, and unfolds. 

To dying virtue, the all -cheering view 

Of pardoning mercy and approving Heaven. 
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PLEASURES OF CHILDHOOD. 



>^WEET is the breath of early mom, 
When Nature smiles serenely bright, 

When the drop glistens on the thorn. 
And every object charms the sight : — 
From the gay hawthorn rob'd in white, 

The blackbird pours the jocund lay; 
While every flower that wildly blows. 
The woodbine and di' uncultur'd rose, 

All hail th' appix>acliing day. 

But as the eye delighted views 

Each beauty of the changeful scene. 

Childhood its careless way pursues. 
With carol gay and rosy mien. 
Beneath die shade or on the green. 
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The Infant grasps the mother s breast. 

Without a word to tell its joy ; — 
By smiles alone she sees confessed 

The pleasure of her darling boy : 
The glitt'ring form, the dazzling blaze 
Attract th' unconscious eye to gaze ; 
While his ear knows the soften'd strain. 
Which nurses sing, nor sing in vain ; 
And ev'ry litde acdon tells 
He loves the jingling of the bells. 



Another aera soon we see ; 

Past is his puling in&ncy ; 

The pretty pratde now reveals, 

Each joy his Mtde' bosom feels : . 

The half>form*d words his pleasures claim 

And mutter forth a parent s name : 

The painted car, the rocking steed, 

And the shrill whisde now succeed : 
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While, when the music sounds, his feet 
The verdant lawn in cadence beat, 
And many a playful, antic grace 
Awakes the endearing smile upon the Mother's face. 



Enjoy, gay imps, enjoy your playful hours. 
And chase the flies, and cull the fairest flowers : 
O, form them ere they cease to breathe 

Their fragrance on die ambient air, 
With your rude art, into a wreath. 

To mingle with your silken hair ! 
As lambs, so innocent and gay. 
You pass your vernal hours away. 
Ah, wherefore, should that season speed so &st ! 
But joy was never made to last. 
Time doth on nimble pinions fly. 

And the years hasten to prepare, 
Beneath the summer's sultry sky, 

The burthen of increasing care. 
Then, days of innocence, adieu ! 
And aU the pleasures sweet which Childhood knew. 

D 
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Now the various passions glow, 
That promise joy, and end in woe ; 
While Reason struggles to controul 
The boist'rous inmates of the soul, 
Ambition throws the uplifted eye, 
Where the demon sits on high. 

That grasps the rod of pow'r ; 
Insatiate climbs the giddy brow. 
And looking down on all below, 
Enjoys the tyrant hour : 

But oft, alas ! the great are doom'd to feel 
The sudden whirl of Fortune's wheel : 
The croud before them bend at mom ; 

At eve they're seen a prey to infemy and scorn. 



Pleasure's enchanting song may charm, 
And Reason's yielding power disarm ; 
The Syren's strains the Steersman may enslave. 
As the bark dances o'er the wave : 
Then no more his loosen'd hand 
Can the wand'ring helm command : 
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The vessel drives upon the treach'rous coast, 
And all its gallant trim and golden treasure's lost. 



Griping Avarice may infest 

Each secret portal of the breast ; 

And, from the alter d heart, exclude 
The wish to yield a joy, the thought of what is good. 

Ne'er will its bosom heave a groan. 

For any sorrows but its own ; 
Nor e'er adown its cheek the crystal drops descend, 
To calm the widow's sigh, or soothe th' afflicted friend, 



Nay, when with vig'rous steps we tread. 

The steep ascent where Honour dwells ; 
When by celestial Virtue led. 

Where Fame's applauding clarion tells 
The meed that waits upon the good. 
For noble deeds achiev'd, or ills subdued : 
Great is the toil the glorious height to gain, 
And through a long career of danger and of pain. 
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Here then we rest.— In Fortune's adverse hour 
In Pride's pavilion, or in Pleasure's bower ; 

Or when the voice of Honour calls 

To tented fields or trophied halls, 

Or where the milder virtues stray 

Along life's calm, sequester'd way ; 
How oft the mind with fond remembrance glows, 
Of the pure, harmless joys, which Childhood only knows. 
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AFFECTION AND PLEASURE. 



JiiACH source of pleasure in the mind to trace. 
The soft emotion, and the moral grace ; 
To search, with patient care, and curious art, 
The deep meanders of the human heart, 
Requires a master s hand, a poet*s fire. 
Beyond the strength of my unequal lyre. 
But still my muse may try an humbler strain, 
Which she has sometimes sung, nor sung in vain. 
Come, then. Affection, and inspire the thought, 
With ev'ry kind and fond allurement fraught, 
Eeach tender impulse that doth life endear. 
Love's faithful flame, and Friendship's holy tear ; 
And aU those finer feelings which possess 
The human breast, and form its happiness. 
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Go, ask the Mother, why her darling's smile 
Can soothe her pains, and ev'ry care beguile ; 
Why, as she feels the sleeping in&nt rest. 
Unconscious, on the softness of her breast ; 
When, as she fondly views the slumb 'ring boy, 
Her looks betray the unutterable joy ; 
Or when his litde arms her neck embrace, 
The rapture brightens o'er her glowing face ? 
Affection's sympathies the scene controul. 
And wake each fine emotion of the soul : — 
Nor stop they here ; — the watchful fondness grows. 
As the plant strengthens, and the flow'ret blows : 
Anodier shape it takes, another form. 
Still tender, energetic still, and warm : — 
But now, attracted by for other charms 
Than those she fondly dandled in her arms. 
She sees, with fond delight, the growing race 
Rise into lovely form, and manly grace ; 
Joys in the virtues of their onward way. 
Laments their errors when they chance to stray ; 
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And should untimely fate their footsteps doom, 

To seek the confines of an early tomb, 

She sheds, with anguish deep, Affection's tear. 

O'er a departed child's untimely bier. 

Or should her offspring, round the bed of death. 

Kneel to lament a Mother's parting breath ; 

Her last faint, awfiil blessing they receive ; — 

Tis all Affection then has left to give. 



Love too is nought unless Affection binds 
The virtuous imion of attractive minds ; 
A base, instinctive sense which takes no part 
In the fine, high- wrought feelings of the heart. 
When the chaste wish, the wish congenial meets, 
And die young bosom with pure transport beats ; 
When the fond eye but looks on one alone. 
And will no other darling object own ; 
When wedded Love is fix'd by truth's decree, 
And the chaste bond made fiirm by constancy; 
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Tis fond Affection, ojffspring of the soul. 
That animates, supplies, and binds the whole : 
Without it Love's a glittering, transient flame, 
A flutt'ring vapour and an empty name. 



Nor can the mind the steady purpose know, 
Nor can the heart receive the honest glow 
Of sacred Friendship ; if nor to the heart. 
Nor to the mind, Affection doth impart 
The mutual sympathies on which depend 
Th' unchanging character and name of Friend. 
Look round the world, and see, alas, how few 
The straight, disinterested path pursue : 
See Love entangled oft in wreaths of gold. 
And Hymen's torch in pedigrees enroll'd ; 
While Discord at the bridal mansion waits. 
And cold Indifference opes the tardy gates. 
See Statesmen now unite in warm embrace, 
Now dark suspicion clouds th' half-smiling^ce; 



AFFECTION AND PLEASURE. U 



While Mammon, true to her insatiate end, 
Was never known to be, or have, a friend ! 



Where'er AflFection 'bides, the Virtues fair 
Take up a sure and happy dwelling there : 
Where'er Affection 'bides, Misfortune's train 
Lose all their horrors, — more than half their pain. 
Ask what is Pleasure, that knows no alloy. 
That goodness sanctions, and which saints enjoy ; 
Ask what it is, and Truth will straight proclaim. 
Affection's Pleasure, with a nobler name ! 
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THE WARRIOR'S TALE. 



SCENE IN SPAIN. 



I've been to the land that's by salt sea surrounded, 
To England, the offspring and pride of the main ; 
Though small are her realms, yet her power s unbounded. 
And the arm of protection she stretches to Spain." 



" As in winter her parent the rough ocean rages. 

And hurls the rude waves on the echoing shores ; 
With a fury like his, she the proud foe engages. 



Like his are the storms that in batde she pours. 
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28 THE WARRIOR'S TALE. 

" But as summer advances, his billows yet trembling, 

He hushes at length in a living repose ;* 
So gentle her bosom, her sire still resembling, 



The aspect so sweet that in pity she shews. 
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** She has givn us her aid, oh, may blessings attend her ! 

Her s still be the province the suppliant to save ! 
In the hour of distress, all good angels befriend her. 

Be her daughters all fair, and her sons ever brave ! " 



Thus spoke the knight, thus oft spoke he 
Of the sweet Land of Liberty. 
The ladies' smiles repay the song, 
Yet caiinot tempt to tarry long. 
Sweet and swift the moments fly. 
The dames their litde labours ply ; 
The gende knight stands by the while. 
Their litde labours to beguile ; 
And oft as grateftil thoughts prevail. 
Of Albion would he tell the tale. 

* Viva qnies ponti. Mart. 
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The warrior dwelt by Ebro's flood, 
And oft his sword had smok'd widi blood ; 
For when die high-bred sons of Spain, 
The Gallic tyrant sought t' enchain ; 
To arms, to arms, the hero flew ; 
No soft repose the hero knew. 
His daundess breast, *mid martial storms 
Sought danger in its direst forms ; 
While the proud foe's eoibatded host, 
Moum'd leaders slain and standards lost. 
Yet fresh invaders stiU advance 
To conquer Spain, unpeople France. 
Such is the murd rer s stem command. 
While myriads blacken o'er the land. 
For all secure in hour of rest. 
The couchant lion* was opprest ; 
Secure while slept the casde s guard. 
The treach'rous watch the gate unbarr'd. 
What then the sinking realm can save. 
Must Spanish greatness find a grave ? 

* The arms of Castille and Leon. 
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No, hie thee, warrior, o'er the sea ; 

The free delight to render free. 

Hie where Britannia rears her head, 

The suppliant's hope, th' oppressor s dread : 

Oh bid her mighty power essay 

To rob the vulture of his prey. 

The warrior came, the warrior went ; 

Her gen rous aid Britannia lent. 

Soon as the grateful news, was brought, 

A wife, a sister claim the thought. 

Them far away from discord dire. 

From treriicha^t s-word and raging fire, 

He'd hurried toward the southern main. 

When fi^st the Gaul invaded Spain. 

Where her clear stream Segura pours. 
And views renxote Ajlhama.'s towers ; 
When Afric's sons trod Spanish ground. 
And Moorish crescents, beam'd around, 
A bower was. wrought ia darker age, 
A safe retreat from Paynim rage. 
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And now when deadlier ills invade, 
The bower still lends its friendly shade. 
The wand'ring feir its shelter bless. 
And safety find in its recess. 
Hither, the billowy ocean past. 
The warrior bends his way at last ; 
There rests awhile their hopes to cheer, 
And dissipate the female fear : 
Then quits his staff, — and arms again, 
And hurries to th' embatded train. 



V 



RESTING AFTER TRAVELLING 



"To trav'Uers wearied with their way, 
" How sweet a place of rest ! 

** Not sleep more welcome to the mind, 
" With anxious thoughts oppress'd," 



Thus spoke a maid of comely mien, 

•But litde us'd to roam 
And well I weet that bashful maids 

Find fittest rest at home. 



Her tender frame a burthen bore 
That others well might pain ; 

But light the load which duty bids 
The willing limbs sustain. 
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Her much lov d ^tlier to the wars 
Was call'd with sudden speed ; 

A small and slender stock he took 
Of what his wants might need. 



But soon an ampler store's prepared, 
'Tis all the cottage yields ; 

Which cheerfiilly a daughter's love 
Now bears to tented fields. 



A litde brother, hand in hand, 

Tripp'd gaily by her side. 
Whom, left in thriftless neighbour's charge. 

Some mischief might bedde. 



A rustic lout the maiden met. 
Who begg'd her guide to be ; 

But, doubtftil of a stranger's faith. 
The burthen still bore she. 
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Till as the camp she nearly reach'd, 
Fatigue her speed repress'd ; 

Then sung she, seated on a stone, 
" How sweet the Trav'Uer's rest. ' 



The sentiy heard, and straight advanc d. 
His bright spear in his hand ; 

" Rash girl, avaunt ! and come not her^j 
" Nor slight what I command. 



** Away, thou silly maid ! away ! 

" Nor dare approach our host : 
" Should I arrest thee for a spy, 

•* Thy life were all but lost." 



The boist'rous* voice, the martial dress. 

Deceive the heedless maid : 
What heart could think that words so stem 

Were by her father said! 
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" Soldier, be thou to Country true ; 

" To Country true am I ; 
'* Osric's my sire, and to his tent 

" I bear this wish'd supply. 



" Osric thy sire? his station then 

" Far onward will be found: 
" The sun, ere thou could'st thither reach, 

'* Would go one daily round. 



" But know'st thou, Sir, young Osmond's post, 

" He loves my Father well ; 
" And glad would haste o'er many a league, 

'* Of my approach to tell. 



" The youth I know, and still have seen 
'• Fast by thy Father's side ; 

" In watch and batde share his toil, 

** In friendship close allied. 
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"And look, my lengthen'd guard to ease, 

" He's hast'ning up the hill ; — 
" Tis he ; — thy Father, Emma dear, — 

" Thy Father s nearer still." 



Transporting sounds! forth from her seat, 
The fluttering maiden sprung ; 

And on her Sire's and Lover's neck, 
With joy alternate hung. 



" And do I see my darling boy? 

" And art thou come so fer? 
" But 'tis not time for thee to hear 



<( 



The boist'rdus din of war, 



•• When I am old, — ^when I am grey, 
" Then you the spear shall wield ; 

*' And bravely meet your Country's foe, 
" Upon th' embatded field." 



a^ RESTING AFTER TRAVELLING, 

On the green grass the feast was spread 
Well pleas'd was ev'ry guest ; 

And Emma said, at every pause, 
" How sweet this place of rest."— 



'A 
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